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O PARAPHRASE the Athenian,
“7 X am @ bit fed up with hearing
" Cleon enlled a good sportsman,
e To-day he admits having writ-

' ° tem am unjust and contemptu-
ous line dismissing Ben Hecht's “Gar-
goyles” without having read the book:
then he goes on to disparage the clar-
ity of Hecht's prose, and quotes in his
suppert the musings of the poet Lind-
strum in the novel dx he walks along
ke strest at night. The truth is that,
nside from the faect that the quota-
tion utterly misrepresents - Hecht's
manner of writing thia novel, it iz an
exact and literal transcription of the
sort of audible musings & certain pooct
—-and a very great poet he is, my
{riends—often indulges in: and they
are musings of a poignant and troubled
benuty. ]

- £ -

To lunch to-day with Earle Balch
&nd Charles H. Denhard, and we fell
iite m discussion of tragic episodes in
literary history. All of us remembernd
sspecially the account of Loriffeliow’:s_
funeral 5: W. D. Howells's "My Liter-
ary Friends and Acguaintances.” Em-
erson was _saffileted with that aphesia
which clouded the closing years of his
life. He looked for a long time at the
face of the desd poet ang said slowly
and painfully: “The man we have just
besn burying, gentleman, was a great
and beautiful soul-—bhut | forget his
name."” . Other incidents thay

By Burton Rascoe

by the melodic loveliness and lyrical

trone magic, singing of 16

and in a matural and gifted manner,
' BATURDAY, BEPT. 30

Ahe handsome new books they had
made out of Milton Raison's “Spind-
thrift” and John Dos Passos’ “A Push

lections of poems. Dos Passos is an

the book.
imperfect
prose,
write in a sensuous and lan

sympathy,

tal geograghica! names in poems with-
out much

isms with a great deil of body aod
not much poetry. He falls ‘then, I
think, between the twb stools of the
strained and wistful, mandolin strum-
ming of the rhetorical romantic and

school of poets. The fact that thera
are poems 1n practically every mod-
ern genra is sufficient indication that
Dos
13 4 poet as certainly as he has found
himself az a novelist, Here is one of
Dos Passos’s poems, printed here as

made a profound impression upon me
are: Nietzache's seribbling a note to
Georg Brandes just before they hus-
tled the great enemy of Christianity !
off to the asylum, and signing it “The |
tCroeified”; Charles and Mary Lamb |
walking hand In hand across a ﬁeldE
#nd weeping; Julian, called the Apos- |
tate, standing on the balcony waiting
for the bacchanal he had thought |
would signalize the return of the pur- |
ity, beauty and grace of pagan Greeco, |
and turning away heartbroken when he
discovered that the only ones who|
joined in it were the thieves, drunk- |
#rds, prostitutes and sustainers who |
had turned his dream into an obscene |
orgy; Swift's enigmatic words, his face
aflush, after an interview with Stella:
“You see before ygu the most unhappy
wrelch alive”; an erlaine composing
# pitiable defense of himself as a
vober, respectable, right-thinking eiti-
zen in an effort to meet the siﬁy re-
fquirements for election to the French
:icndemy. + . .« Curiously enough,
the irony of four of these episodes
turns upon insanity; but there iz to
ma no ?estar trageéy than the erum-
hling of a mind which has wrecked
‘fself in thought. Balch holds
that the fineat touch of irony in all
!iterature is the sentence Anatole
France puts into the mouth of the re-
tired Pontius Pilate in “The Procura-
tor of Judea”: “Jesus of Nazareth?
No, I don't recall the name”* , . .,
Baleh was anxions to gee what  the
tranalator of “Swann's Way,” by Mar-
cel Proust, to be published soon by
Henry Holt, would make of Proust's
ecompound, complex sentences, which
sometimes run to two and three pages.

.+ '+ Ben Ray Redman tells me he |
he had hard enough tussle with Girau- |
doax’s A ‘“Susanne et le Pacifique.” |
- Denhard was wondering why
tha translation of Octave Mirbeau's
“Calvary” had not caught on with the
\reading publie. “It is," he said, “a
fine and interesting story and it has
unquestioned merit as literature, and
yet'the publighera have been able to
dizpose of only a few copies of the
“book.™
L] L] -

WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 27

Ernest Boyd came to lunch to-day
and asked me if I had ever noticed !
that one has only to be a8 martyr|
to find favor with “The Nation.” “Be
4 martyr to an;dhln whatever, no
matter what, and ‘The Nation® will rush
io your defense or offer you a joh. It
may seem incongruous that H. L.
Mencken and Stuart P. Sherman are
nsgociate editors; but it is very simple.
They think of Mencken as a martyr in
the hands of the hundred per centers
and of Bherman as'a martyr in the
hands of Mencken. So they embrace
them both. It is typical of Villard
‘hat, when he writes an article picking
out what he asserts to be the best
edited newspaper in the United States,

he should choose 'The Jewish Daily |

FForward,” which is printed in a lan-
guage he can’t read and about which
he can know absolutely mothing ex-
cept what some one teils him.,” ', . .
As Jack Macy once remarked, Boyd is
n caustic Irishman. He is always get-
ting into terrific rages over trifles. Ha
reminds me @ little.of Anatole France's
deseription of Flaubert: “He had a

prose and followirig it are the opening
sentences of a tale 3
Zine writer:

“There was a King In China. He eat
In & garden under a moon of gold whils
A black slave scratched his back with a
baclk aseratcher of emerald. Beyond the
tulip bed, where the tulips were st gob-
lets of flery wine,
row, One sang the Intricate patterns of
snowflakes. One the Lienna-tippnd breasts
of girls dancing and of yvellow Iimbs
rubbed with attar, One sang red hows of
Tartar horsemen and whine of arrows mnd
blood c¢lols on new spesr shaftn, The
othera sang of wine and dragons eollsd In
purple bowls, and one in o troning volce
recited the mexima of Lau Tse

To-day he Uves In Bokhara, 1 the old
quarteras of the desgert town that the na-
tives cell Bokhara-i-Shereef. Fla has A
Etore in a bazaar not far from tha Bam-
arkand Gate, where he sells tha gold-
thraaded brocades of Khiva and the striped
Bolkihariot belts that the caraven men ex-
changa for brick-pressed tea peross the
barder in Chinems Turkestan, and where,
methodically filling his pipe with tobacoo
from n carved pumpkin shell at his elbow,

{ he proises the greataess of Hussin,

In those days he lved in a certaln gay
and turbulent city not far frore the north-
eaatern foothille of the Himalavas, where
threa great countries link elbowd and BWHD
Hex and Intrigues and ocdaslona) murders,
and whera the Afghan mist falla down
iika 0 purple-gray  veil, in thoss dayvas
Russia was not on hils lips, and ha called
himeel? an Herall, nn Afghan from Horat,
city-bred Bnd. city-courieons,’ bt with
#stirain of maternal blood that finked hing
lo the mountalna and the sharp red foud
of the mountains.
and as such he llsped Perstan, sippad coffes
fdavorsd with musk and gave soft answer
to harah word,

by Captain Achmed Abdullah, @ who
writes under contract for the popuiar
magazines what are cidlled “commer-

cial"” storiez in Greenwich ¥Village, Both 3
| Mr. Dos Passos and énptsin iﬁ)dullah fulness, for any one expecting :l_nyl_de.qfness, and Squeak, who would be
have here employed tricks of mood | significance whatever, is painful to dis- | dumb.

t >aptai dull I tion. :
S e tiank, (Captah ob on ]Ef:‘siolmnriiy imagines that the author | gutter where no villagers pass.
|is endecavoring to r
lthan to inform; but My. Brooks is not!a penny or two.

think rather more effectively than Mr.

Dos Passos.
. -

Raigon is infant member of the ter-
rible younger generation, being aged
to the extent of seventocen summers,
“Spindrift” is his first book; it is full
of immaturities and uncertainties and
yet it reveals a definite singing gift
and it has an airy, self-assured charm.
Willlam McFee has described the
poems in this book perfectly in a sen-
tence in the preface: “These brief
pieces are. like the clear melodious
whistle of & boy on a fine summer
evening.”

- - -

Ran into Raison with Maron Stréa-
bel and we called upon Dos Passos and
finding him out, we climbed into his
studio through a window and left him

a note, A little later on I called up
Mary Blair and we went to Seward
On!l{ns!_s apartment, wherc we found

¥elda and Scott Fitzgerald and Dos
Passns, ’I‘hei had all ‘been  house-
hunting for the F‘itzﬁralds and had
rented one in Great Neck. Doz was
daneing about In gay sbandon with a
piano lamp on his head and Ze¢lda was
imitating Gilda Gray. Scott was
‘apathetic, observing once that 1 danced
as badly as George Jean Nathan and
bestirring himself later to inguire
whether I was “going to pieces”

MONDAY, OCTOBER 2

To lunch to-day with Grant Overton,
who has just published an informative
volume, “When Winter Comes to Main

prodigious capacity {or enthusiasm and
sympathy. at was why he awas al-
ways storming about. He went to war
on every possible decasion, hayving con-
tinually an insult to avenge. He wuas
in the same case as Don Quixote, whom
he regarded so highly. T had scarcely
been five minutes in Flaubert's com-

rand slaughtered Philistines,
to 'the four walls the palpitating limbs
of M. Thiers, whoze crime, I helieve,
swas that he had written of grenadiers
biting the dust of earth that had peen
muddied by rain” . | From the
way Boyd talked one time 1 expected
him to hurry off any moment to bamb
the offices of “The Dial.” Gilbert
Seldes, it seems, had committed the
Leinous sin of misreading a common
French word in the opening pages of
his translation of “La Vie en Fleur.”
Boyd hes ahigh forehend, apale, ascetic
face and a reddish brown beard. A
Pew years ago he posed for the picture of
the Saviour in Dublin Cathedral, which
eminent ecclesiasts declare to be the
finest one in existence. On ghipboard,
returning from his last visit to PBu-
repe, a group of Baltimore undergrad-
vates had been eying him and whis-
pering among themeselves, when one of
them came ug timidly and said: “You
know, we've bheen looking at yon and
discussing you all the way over. Do
you know what name we have given
you?™ Boyd exclaimed, “Exnctly.” And
1the youth was so flustered he fled and
_kept out of Boyd's sight for the rest
A the trip. < .

Read tha (ecber “Bookman" to-
-xwﬁ\:. An excellent number, It con-
=ains, among other things, & savage
but superbly written anonymous
‘grticle on Mrs, Frances Hogdsor Bur-
nett: an interesting London ILetter in
‘which Frank Swinnerton relates an
neounter with our own John V. Al
eaver and, I am afraid, slyly, very
slyly,  kids John a little; a very
#unny panning of Mrs, Asquith’s
“My Impressions of America,” by Rob-
lert O chleys a valusble and in-
formative new Home Reading depart-
~ment, giving short biographies, bib-
liographies and  criticisms of con-
tepeporary American writers and an ex-
easlent little sketeh by Hugh Wil-
- lking with my wife about
enchley as a humorist and a5 a man
iwho permits himself the luxury of
prineiples and has the good faste to
_-;nt},ek to them, I disecovered she had

the Newt" in Benchley's “0f All
- Things” and I forthwith read it alond
}_-ta' her, mu.h’ t‘l’lg her nm\i‘"ﬁ'q!ﬁ._ént. 2
4 t .. 3 - ﬂ P 4
W hamion e votmsy

pany when the little drawing room was |

flowing with the biond of twenty thol- |
He nailed |

‘mnever read *“The Natural History of |7

‘your b
around

Street,” which is made up entirely of
ibiogrﬂphjcn] material, personalia and
| sympathaetic accounts of the aims and
| achievements of the authors on the
extensive fall list of the George H,
Doran Company.. That such a book—
and 1 found it interesting-—could be
published Gbout a singla season’s list
of one firm is a tribute to that list,
« + v Chatted with Albert Jay Nock
who told me that the most entertaining
book he had read recently was Maurice
Francia Egan’s “Confessions of a Book
Lover,” He said it contained some ex-
cellent stuff. “But the two writers I
am most interested in at the present
moment,” he said, “are writing for ‘The
Freeman,' Alexander Haivey and Edwin
Muir. Harvey is a great Greek and
Latin scheler and his interesting in-
terpretations of the classics in terma
of modern thought make them as live-
ly and as refreshing .as can be. If I
eould have got hold of studles like that
when I' was a Latin’ teaehes 1 would
have danced with joy, hecause he
‘makes the classics teem with life and
interest.” ., . Grantland Rice and I
came back to the office together and he
told me that he had seen Frederick
O’Brien at the Century office and had
meant to ask O'Brien what the aitolls
mean in O'Brien's new bopk, “Atolls of
the Sun," but had forgotten'to and no-
body around the Century office seemed
to know. "“Do you know?” he asked
me; and T ardswered, “Nat at'all.” But 1
Tooked it u{a a5 soon &z 1 got to the
office.  Atolls are “annalar izlands con-
muni of @ reef formed by the petrl-
fied skeletons of coral polvps and in-
closing a central lagoon.” “Annular is
frem the Latin word “anulus,” which is
u diminutive of “‘anus,” which means
ring; therefore an annuler fsland is a
little island formed like a ring. A
polyp fa ™a nutritive zooid of a coelen-
terate, us a hydreid or coral” A co-
elénterate is “a branch, phylum or
grade of the animal kingdom with an
enteric cavity ocoupying the entire in-
terior of the body and functioning ag
‘& vageular as well s a digestive sys-
tem: including sea anemones, corals,
jellyfich,” 'ete. Enteric comds from
the Greek word “enterikos,” meaning
intestine; hence an enteric eavity is -

cavity that serves as ‘an intestine.
There you are, Grantland: An atoll is
8 ring-shaped little island consisting

of a reef formed by the petrified skel

ton of a nutritive little sem animal of
so low grade or so efficient an anatomy.
as to have the work of its blood vireg-
lating and food digesting system per-
ormed by a hole inside jts bod‘y. The
distionary didn’t need to add “inclog-
ing a lagoon” beeause if it is & ring-
:hlpﬂ[_ little island it would have !b
‘inclose a 1

i

&
roadeaster ‘while you'are wai
LoF the gumes to begin, |

ecstasy of them that I vesolved to
write of them at length'soen, and try
to eall attention to thisy & book of

'@e and sor-
row, aspiration and defeat—all age-
old things but with a true poet's tone

‘Went up to the Doran offices this
morning and Gene Baxton showed me

Cart at the Curb,” both of them col-

excellent wster colorist und his color-
ful and interesting impression of the
Ghetto is reproduced a& n cover for
For his poetry I have an
preferring  his
As 2 poet he keems only to
orous ca-
dence, employing the familiar triple-
accented adjectives and tinkling Orien-

| ody; or, on the other hand,
employing heavy and hursh colloguial-

the brittle imagism of the slice-of-lifa

Passos has not found himself

stgod tha poets in a |

But eity-bred ho was, |

lagoon. Try thst, Grant, on ||

by a popular maga- g

|

Ehen Fugaces! - - By Gene Markey

Charles Hanson Towne in the habiliments of New Yaore of the nineties
he portrays in his new norel, “The Chain.”

i

|
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One Frightful lslayl

FRIGHTFUL PLAYS
Hrooks,
lory,

By

5 Charlas B8,
IMustrated by

Julla MeCune

;|

Co.
OR his sins in the first hundred
and twénty-seven and  thrce-
quarters papes of his latest
book Mr, Brooks deserves a
gound thrasking. The two prefatory

essays that precede “Wappin' Whar{" |
The latter quotation is from a story | are phenomenally vapid with fatuous|

whimsicality that is only equaled in
the play itself, A
heart will catch the slender meaning
of our play,” he writes, and his truth-

 With such a remark one

ingratiate rather

at all ingratiating, ! :

In spite of an occasional bright antie
“Wappin’ Wharf” is sorry stuff; grog
without rum, ' 1
steadily under thick-smeared senti-
mentality; its phrases are a shade too
commonplace even to be amusing as
satire, and its dialect is wuncertain,

| Three retired pirates in & cabin hig‘;

above Clovelly prosper wickedly

luring ships to the rocks helow“wrtr}‘
8 lantern swung in their window; Ij.ed
Joe, the fourth of their crew, is a
strange youngster picked up a fort.
night before, whom they suspect of
being unpiratical. A ragged old woman
mixes their grog, and in the seullery
is @ beautiful maiden destined to wed
ono of the pirates, But Betsy herseli
a child, pre}ers the romantic “Red” Joe.
On the night of a big plot Joe is
bound 'and Imprisoned in the  cabin
while the evil old rufians swing their

hoots "out the light, the ship's crew
:apturcs the pirates. "Joe ia the Prinee

in her own right, And so is the Dsvon
coast made safe for navigators, and
Betsy made gueen of the land.

The last fourth of Page 128 remains
to bhe accounted for. After what has

ible, for here 1 I
g?-i?:ks éuccauds at ‘last in getting him-
self on paper. “Our candles have
purned to socket. Our pasteboard
¢abin is bare and dark. No longer do
pirate flags flaunt the ghostly seas.
The stormy ocean, the dizzy cliffs of
Devon, melt like an unsubstantial pag-
eant.' The fantastic gives way
to fantasy. -

in the second play & confusing and
gurprising contrast manifests itself;
after a half-dozen lines tedium van-
ithes, Perhaps the title—'"At the Sign
of the Greedy Pig'"—is happy enough
to restimulate interest; certainly the
title, augmented b{ a delightful Flory
picture, goes far in establishing lost
enthusiasm,
' Who ia this second Mr. Brooks? An
ironic® guirk tilts his lip, the miseri-
cord of satire flashes in his hand. The
setting is deftly sketched, characters
take dmmediate, form. An atmosphera
iz eostablished with “sometimes, in a
mood of Spanish castles, there flits
across my fancy the vision of an
ancient city on = hilltop, with lofty
battlaments thrust upward from the
vock #nd towers that stand on tiptoe.
One might think that a second flood
had been foretold and that the houses,
like Noah’s mimble sinners, had scam-
pered up to a dryer ground, The
time of our play is remote, and 1
choose to think the world is flat, that
comets are of evil prophecy and
witches still ride on the windy moon.

s It is the end of night, but as
yet the house-fronts are not streaked
with dawn, The church is dark, butf a
light shines from the tavern window.
The devil, it appears, "keeps longer
honrs.” Japm

A'watchman passes, singing: “It's 4
o'clock of an April night. Yo he! for

w.- Orton f{cwam,‘ Philadeiphis  Ledger,
. says of

HONORE
WILLSIE'S

New movel of ths West:
A stirring romance. . , . .
Impossible to go to bed
until the last' word was
reached.”

" JUDITH
" OF THE
GODLESS VALLEY
: “Thq,g:;;‘q;:;;” C:,nym:"- ;

i

By Kenneth Fuessle

New TYork. Harcourt, Brace & |
1828,

“Only the young i|1|

A thin plot wabbles un- |

Iantern; Betsy cuts her lover free, he |

of Wales incognito; Betsy a pripeess|

before an actual accounting is im- |
o gquite a different Mr.

the devil in helll”"—bhut mutters to
himself: “Yo ho, for no devil, say I,
The old rascal likes music. I sing to
keep him contented so he won't snatch
!_ar. me. . Bolt shot! Chain fast!
|Hcre'a 2 window up—just asking
thieves to climb in, Some folks are so
careless I wonder they button them-
selves.” A
To the steps of the church comes
Twist, a deformed beggar—an unfor-
| tunate fellow who because of his real
infirmities is an outcast with the other
| beggars of town: Whimp, who pro-
| fesses blindness; Blat, who simulates

The three, between their

{ whines for alms, drive Twist to th;‘
SONEs for |
A student pagses, |
i swelled with pride at the thought that |
{ he has read through a great tome on |

]

| Ballad Monger offers +his

humility. |

The great Doctor Bombastes is com-
|ing to town; he will be awarded = de-
gree by the univergity as soon as he |
has performed & miracle, A loeal doc- !
tor, plotting the great man's discom-
fiture, suggests that he cure a leper
or raige from her helplessneas a hed-
ridden woman., Twist comes to the |
vigitor's assistance; why not “cure”
the three other beggars of their ail-
ments? Bombastes sgrees. For beer,
and flommery cake, and kisses of the|

maidens who most certainly will con-
gratulate them, they will severallz)
toss aside their affectations. The Syn-

| die, ‘politician that he is, arranges a |
program; Bombastes is introduced, ef- |
fects

medal,

But a week later the “cured" beggars
| regret their haste—and Twist, lonely
|'in his alms-gsking, plans their rein-
statement. Bombastes, he assures
them, was certainly a witch; as a re-
sult they mey be hanged for witchas.
The Syndie, knowing his villagers,
plang a general hanging that will in-
clude Twist and the Ballad Monger—
| who misrepresents his wares—as well
as the healed beggars. But a happy
| plot saves them all.

Here is something to be read. The
sinner is redeemed. Forget the silly
“Wappin’ Wharf” and the brumma-
gem whimsy of its introduction-—for
when his material is of the right sort
Mr. Brooks iz capable of delightful
fantasy. ¥

his miracles, receives a hugh |

What do you mean by
a “‘nice” girl?
Was Alice Meldrum a
nice girl ?

Read ‘

‘Rita Coventry
Julian Street’s new book,
of which the New York
Times said: “An enter-
taining novel with a good
bit of philosophy worked
inte its amusing pages.”
$1.75 everywhera,
Doubleday, Page & Co,

The most amusing story of

pouth and its adventures since
Booth Tarkington’s “Seventeen!

g
-
(o

By LEONA DALRYMPLE
The story of Paul Nerthrop and his
discavery of the infernal feminine—sf
the egregious Teddy and his exploits—
and of that incredible but caplivating
family, the Norikrops.

polities were R source of rage and
amazement to mest of his contempora-
ries of his own class, although, person-
ally, he was ),
many of the leading staiesmen of his
day. He was thoroughly English, and
in nothing was this more apparent than
in that passion for liberty which led
him to :
Eg!ptlan Nationalists and to fight so
AT

ha‘d to be imprisoned in Kilmainham
ail,
| Blunt was
{emplre” he had no sympathy. He was,
| in the beat sense of the phrase, & “little
Englander.”

w

ﬁavc urp

ived for several years, he retired to
Crabbet, his estate in Sussex, and began
to breed Avab hordes, an occupation
which
His wife was & descendant of IDiord
Byron and he himsel? was a poet of con-
siderable distinction,
he was suddenly “rediscovered” about
ten years ago, and a
poets, of which I faney
the leading figure, made a pilgrimage to
Crabbet to offer the old man an address
of homage. They were most politely re-
ceived and were rewavded with an ex-
cellent luncheon.
that Blunt ever looked upon himself as
a neglected genius or cared whether hig
verse was read or forpotten.

“The Dweller of the Desert,” and he is
now doing still better with “Redouin
Love."
Sheik” and of “Chu Chin Chow"” have

Hé was a man with many intereats,
ho lived a singularly full, vivid life,
{He was relaled to a number of impor-
tant people, and ma his vecently pub-
lished “Political
| moved for many venrs—a welecomao, if
| rather ineffective figure—in the highest
political cireles,
heart was always in the Bast, and Egypt
was his “spirvitual home.”

I wonder what iz the speecial-attrae-
tion to women—for it is to women that
they presumably appeal—of desert love
stories.
ous Arab or a baszhful Bedouin seems
to be able to fail, however feebly writ-

London News Letter

. By Douglas Goldring

HE death of Wilfrld Scawen
Blunt, at a great ege, Temoves
from the scene one of the
quesrest and most eccentric of
all the eminent Victorians, His

of

“The Garden

held in great estzem hy

Loom of Youth,”

caspouse the cause of the
is now twenty-four
ently for Ireland's freedom that he

But if he wad a true Englishman

no “Britisher.” For ‘“the ¢ X

L L] L]

| fluenee on numbers
poets.
Housman has
world.

iaries” indicute i :
Diarie ndicate, he Biven

Probably, though, his

When
his house in Cairp, where he

he

' i J L1
he continued until his death,|title "Last Poems,

I remember that bling fingers!
g‘nrty of young )i .

jera Pound was

Laurence Housman,

But I don't believe | he has edited

toxts. He is a fine-

* ] *

made a false

No nowel containing an amor-
room,

ten. Mr. Arthur Weigall, who "is not| - »
& hegven-sent genius, did very well
with “Madeleine of the Desert” and

i btediy is.
I suppose the success of “The thund eubled y

had a lot to do with it, though Mr.
Robert Hichens prepared the way with

Allah,"”

0 3

The British public continues to show O
& ‘commendable intereat in our great
national institution, the public school.
This s very fortunate for my friend
Alec Waugh, whose new book
Scheol Life," ia arousing almost as
much discussion aa did his story “The
The latter was writ-
ten when he wia seventeen, immediate-
ly after he left Sherborne.
and Thas given
much attention to his subject during
the intervening vears.

1 do not know whether Professor A.l
E. Housman'z slender volume of verse,
called “A Shropshire Lad,” firat pub-
lished more thdan twen'ly years ago, has
ever had the game vogua in the
States that it has had in this country.
In England it has sold in tens of thou-
sands, and it has had a profound in-

Hince its publication Professor
nothing to the
His silence has been absolute,
and it hasg been assumedsthat he would
contant himself with his one small but
perfect volume. Now comes the rather
exeiting (and also rather frightening)
announcement that Mr, Grant Rlc‘harq'
is Lo issue & new collaction of Housthan's
hitherto unpublished verses under the
Those of us who
remember the thrill we got from read-
ing “A Shropshire Lad” for the first
time will open the new book with trem-

Professor Honamanhiq a hrother of
the
a very ratiring perscnnlity.
heen zrlv.-c?,urnzr at King's College, Lon-
don, for many years, during which time
a nummnbker of classical
almost a suaper-
fine—classical zeholar,
it that he shook the dust of Oxford
from his feet in disgust because his
tutor (he was at St. John's College)
quantity!
mine claims to have been present at
the scene, and desceribes how Housman
geized his umbrella, stalked from thei
hailed a “growler’
to Oxford statfon, never to return.

I am glad to see that James Flroy
Flecker's play “Harran" is being ac-

If the London pro-
duction is a suvecessz it will be seen |most
before long on the New York stage.

Mr. Prim Passes By

——

oleon, Heribner's. $2.

literar

national life,
“Public

iquities, wherein acecording
prophets the

Mr. Waugh | ably perish.

lately vacated by Cassandra.
Te these pregnant

.

aited he does not eultivate,

£ our modern ed
stick.

of the sun of

with

with the noise of rusty t

ara builded with
golden gerenity which broods

that restlesness which Mr.

= ing diseasa of

Fresh from
| Bloomington,
| home to the
! maintained I)?v
' vague-minded

novelist, and

Durham
He has

Grice

|the mean ecuriosities
The legend has

|a department store

A friend of

and drove

impeceable diseretion in

| Nicholson’s scrupulous prose,

By A. Donald Douglas

BROKEN BARRIERS, By Meredith Nich-

UR disereditable younger gener-
ation continues to engagd the
zeal of hoth gerious
and frivolous observers of our
The mounting tide of
fictions reflecting the lives of the un-
regeneTate young now equals in den-
sity and mags the fiood of its own in-
to the
eneration shall miser-
he observers are easily |
divisible into infant novelista whose
hearts beat this side of paradise snd
adult novelists who folfill the office

commentaries
upon the human comedy Mr. Mer_edith
Nicholson adds his “Broken Barriegs.”
he rage and violence of the prophets
nor does |
expressly drape his cautionary wisdom .
in the mantle of Elijah. In his inter-
pretation the barriers of the past are
‘broken; but at the end they are mend-

he |

spiritual glune warranted ‘o
Und%r the warming persistence
outh the barriers dis-
solve rather than are splif asunder
pets; and
then when &ll hope seems fled, they
something of that
over
the cornfields of central Indiana. in-|
deed, for all their sober roots sunk |
deep in the rich soil of the undying |
past, the Hoosiers, even the middle-
aged Hoosiers, do not walk free from
Nicholgon
and many others find the most irritat-
our modern culture.

the state university at
comes
dullness of family life
the casual diligence of a
father, the old-fashioned
| guerulousness of a busy mother and
i of a priggish
| sister. In boredom with this repressive
| domesticity Grace works as n clerk in
in Indianapolie,
| where she meets Irene, the inewvitable
flapper in modern fiction who is always
| tugning up like & bad black penny.
Irene’s company she goes on a “party”
with Tommy Kemp, a wastrel and a keen
| business man in one, and Ward Tren-
| ton, a fascinating financier unhappily
. | married in the most authentic tradition
. of husbands whose wives do not under-
:ntnnd them. Grace's sympathy for his
claimed here as the mastefpiece which |loneliness ripens into love, and at last
flowers into an intrigue told with the

In

In the purifying coupge

is led to see the erro?o?’h:r-m
ways. Her soul is wakened :
by Bob Cummings's rendering
pianoforte of difficuis recent mugip
Behumann's “Nachtstick” anq T g
sohw's “Spring Song" She
the rewards of Hoosier virsye hd,
Moore, a diamond in the seyer. a0l
Bloomington, whom honest {5i) gng
awakening love of the repenting
| polish into admirsble facors aity
and light. She meets Mrn, T'
another lamentable ¢letim of SE:
ern meurasthenia, with Strange dipty,
dng theorizs of freedout whish .
apolis is much too sensihije to akeaitt
In the full bitterness of her di
sion with thiz freedom Graee confess
all to Mise Reynolds, s pich s
patroness, who says, -rfam. the 5
happineas to the graatsy Tumbey ot
| must: often give up sur guy B bl

nesz.”

The greater number f(y 7y
here by the cold and chilly Meg
ton) dies of that mysteripye
that can be counted on tg taiam"
convenient wives. For a iy o :
serves asx socretary to z'irle'

Grag
eloi

- =

ﬁmnded by Miss Reynolds. To
emp has died in azn ag .
cident, and Irene, tomobile ye

: : - oW  thor
penitent, is going to marry Johp o"'q;ﬁ_lﬂ

As’ she remarks: “That muny 1y
would make a good woman of Jegepal
In a law library Grace is stunpad
the revelation thal “there ust by
this world order, rule and Jaw :
npbly considered was impnitﬂ;h" X
otut law’; and 30 she m&ﬁiu"-.-
Trenton, and they are to liyw
ever after in Indianapolis

It would he a grave e
{ Grace's reformation in '-‘"fﬂﬂ'
Victorikn. She traces fier S

straight back to the exemplary )
M.

Nicholzon's own solution forie
lexing econfusion of modern valus
ly inspired by the epistoly
garrulity of the inde’stigbls Pamgly, |
tespect theJaw, sheaths yodegy o
emaotiona about with the nigd :
af the conventions, ‘wn;th the dishes
carefully and well, Jistrush sebaflipn
divine discontent and toek the
bahy safely into its little erbh Yey
will thin be prepared io ackst the
cheering philosophy of Pish-Tek is
“The Mikado”: “And 1 am right &
you are right, and everything is quits
correct.”” You will al=o agree with the
seme uncomnremising reformer thatgll |
who flirt, leer and wink {unlssy
nubially linked) sH®al stmigtm;z'
" heheaded, ]

——

By Kathleen Norris

““The best novel since The Old Wives' Tale”

CERTAIN PEOPLE
- OF IMPORTANCE

T 'is a wonderful, an epic
book, It reminded me of
Arnold Bennett's Old Wives
Tale, T couldn’t stop reading it,
and as it is long it played havoe
with what I ought to have been
doing.

The Author of Elizabeth and
Her German Garden

=

]1HE Book is a remarkable
one, the best thing Mrs.
Norris has done, an amazing
picture of an entire phase of
American life. Here is the truth
about the past generations as it
has not often been told,
Hildegarde Hawthorne

I FIND it a great document of

America. It is the very heart
of America. It is like a noveli-
zation of the creation of our

world.

8. 8, McCLURE

WHEN vou stop to think of |
the number of characters’|
she handles, the individoality
she gives to each, the fidelity of
human nature, the truth to life,
1 am bound in cammon fairness
and candor to sav that in my
experience it is one of the big-
gest books ever written by any-
ane.

GENE STRATTON-PORTER

'IT is delightful and fascinating

and intensely real, as all her
books are. I am always dead
to the world outside when I have
a book of Kathleen Norris to

read.

ALICE WILLIAMSON

I.

LAUGHED all the way
through at the things that I
had forgotten but which lived
again in her pages.
MRS. THOS. G. WINTER

President Gen'l Federation of
. Women's Clubs

T is a book which must be

read by all good Americans,
It is their duty, and will be to
their pleasure and profit to read
it; this epic of American life
written of their own by a great
writer of their own,

NEW YORK EVENING POST

E actually live in San
Francisco or in the
suburbs from 1849 to the time
preceding the fire—actually live :
—for Mrs, Norris, absorbed in
her work, sympathetic with it,
not in merely the attitude of a
cool observer, gives us what
comes near to being the great
American Novel,

THE NEW)YORK TIMES

I' have
Wives” Tale.

IT is my ideal of the novel, the
thing that' I am always look-
ing for, This is the best novel

read since The

HARRY LEON WILSON

ATHLEEN NORRIS is the
only writer since Dickens
to successfully take up an ob-
scure family of plain people and

carry them down through five
generations,

NASHVILLE BANNER

old

EVER before has Mrs
Norris proved hem!f 2
greater artist than in this book,
where, she deals with so many
characters, with not ene char-
acter too many, each baving
appointed place in the, story
with its own individual pers
ality to round out the pezrfi
whole. :

St. Louis Globe-Democras

=1

FTER all there is pothing

more surprising and in-

spiring than the study of the
age which just precedes that in
which one lives. Mrs. Norris
gives all those people (whom all
of us know!) who sigh for the
old davs a startling opportu-
nity tc recall what those days
were and to decide whether
they would have them back if
they could.

DOROTHEA L. MANN
VT :

§ an ‘artist painting the

d M .
everday life of everyday dopirtion
people she is marvelous.

an event in-the lit
SOPHIF KERR TR e 5
UNDERWOOD at hiamstare:

ey

ATHLEEN NORRIS has
produced a novel that has
in it the seeds of immortality
for it is based upon a thoughtful
of American life and
an important period of American
national history. ‘‘Certain Peo-
. ple of Imgomnea” is more than

ROCHESTER DEMOCRAT
- AND CHRONICLE

world—
e history
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THE DRIVER

A strong, vivid adventure in
picturesqueness. and incident,
melodramatic or sensational. 3
the few fiction writers of td-day wha know
he is talking about when he describes Wall
" and its' dealings; ) '

who tould have written this

By GANEE

yet not
Mr. G

“big business,” full of
L in any ‘way
rett is one!

knows what

and probably he is the only one
remarkable story,

o8t Fitth Ave, ||

reet




